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Author's Notes: 

Have some more Eric/George. There sure isn\'t enough of it to be found, I\'m not even sure | really do the 
pairing justice but oh well. If there is some secret society of people writing and reading Eric/George fanfic, 
please inform me as soon as possible. Otherwise, enjoy! PS. | know it ends somewhat suddenly so I\'ll probably 
continue it if | feel up to it. | don\'t think I\'m going to continue the other Eric/George fic | wrote though, it\'s 
been too long and | don\'t see the point. 


Eric stepped in the house and looked around, not a soul to be found apparently. 


He sighed, he didn't mind having some alone time before George came over. Alone time was almost nonexistent 


because George was always at his house. He loved the man but he could do without him for an hour or two. 


His body made a faint noise as he collapsed onto the couch. The couch was old and hard and he wasn't sure 
why he kept it exactly. He could certainly afford a new one. Hell, he could afford a new house if he was to be 
so bold. 


Eric's eyelids shut as he drifted off into a somewhat deep sleep. He had been practicing all day, he needed to 


relax for a while. 


He didn't hear when somebody unlocked the front door and stepped in And he definitely didn't hear when 
somebody walked over to the couch and sat beside his sleeping body. 


"Eric, sweetheart." a voice whispered. 


The person decided not to mess about any longer and grabbed his crotch. Eric's eyes flew open and he 


groaned, "What the bloody hell are you doing?!" 

George smirked, "Waking you up. | wasn't going to sit here all day while you slept.” 

Eric rolled his eyes, "I needed to sleep. l'm very tired, | didn't exactly sleep well last night, you know." 
George shot him a look, "Oh, | know. You were too busy moaning and groaning to even think about sleeping." 
A shiver went through Eric's body as George continued rubbing his crotch. 

"Can you just.fuck. get on with it," Eric gasped out. 

"| don't know, how badly do you want it?" George teased and grasped him roughly through his jeans. 

Eric's back arched and moaned, "Please, George. | want it. | want it so badly. Just. please." 

"What exactly do you want?" George leaned closer and spoke softly into Eric's ear. 

"You know what | want. don't make me say it," Eric groaned. 

George started to pull down his zipper, "I'm not going any farther til you tell me what you want me to do." 
George rubbed his thighs and positioned himself so he was on top of Eric. 


Eric squirmed and tried to get out from under him but when George's palm touched him he moaned and he 


decided not to fight it. 


"Please. George. please. just get me off," 
He begged. 


George smiled, "Of course, sweetheart. You just had to say it" 


